at him. " Come, my Firilei," she would say, " we will
get over it somehow. You rely on me	"
Oh, he cried, to this Helene of his fancy, they are
asking too much of me. I am not to be allowed my music,
I have got to be a wretched doctor. I have got to sup-
port a family before I am three-and-tweaty. I have a
mother, who is ailing, who is weaker and of less use than
I am myself; a young scamp of a brother and two small
sisters who are complete strangers to me. I would
willingly take my father's pkce and bear all his agony
for him and die in his stead. That I could do. But I have
got to take over his life, I have got to crawl into his life
as though into a dry shell, a larva, and I have got to live
like an old, responsible man with a beard and spectacles.
I shall never be able to do what is demanded of me. I
shall not be able to stand it—Helene	"
" Yes, you will be able to stand it, I am here," came
the answer of that imaginary Helene, dancing, copper-red,
before his eyes, and she raised her arms and even laughed
in the midst of that black gloom.
Rainer walked faster and faster, until he was running,
and when he arrived before the house where she lived,
he was breathless, but full of confidence and hope.
But Grasmucke's worthy widow, who looked out of the
windoV, announced that Fraulein Willfuer had gone
away—gone without leaving any address and for an un-
known reason.
And what is to become of you now, Helene Willfuer,
student of chemistry ? What is going to happen, what
can you do in your impossible position—you, so eager,
so full of life and vigour ? Your life has been hard
enough already, Heaven knows, and you have pursued
it quietly and with courage. But what are you to do no1^
dWven from the familiar and ordered sphere of chemistry
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